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empty we summon rhythm, balance, pat-
tern, images that remind us of vast pas-
sions, the vagueness of past times, all the
chimeras that haunt the edge of trance;
and if we are painters, we shall express
personal emotion through ideal form, a
symbolism handled by the generations, a
mask from whose eyes the disembodied
looks, a style that remembers many masters,
that it may escape contemporary sugges-
tion ; or we shall leave out some element
of reality as in Byzantine painting, where
there is no mass, nothing in relief; and so
it is that in the supreme moment of tragic
art there comes upon one that strange
sensation as though the hair of one's head
stood up. And when we love, if it be in
the excitement of youth, do we not also,
that the flood may find no stone to con-
vulse, no wall to narrow it, exclude char-
acter or the signs of it by choosing that
beauty which seems unearthly because the
individual woman is lost amid the laby-
rinth of its lines as though life were
trembling into stillness and silence, or at
last folding itself away ? Some little ir-
relevance of line, some promise of character
to come, may indeed put us at our ease,
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